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no Margaret; she could be quite fond of them now
she was rid of them. Dear George; a good sort,
conveniently dense, but a good sort, none the less,
even though his collars were always too high for
him and his bowler hat too small. "Dear George/'
she said aloud.

"You can go, Sheldon/' he said to the maid.
"Her ladyship will ring when she wants you.n

Sylvia sat round and stared at him; he, so mild,
had never behaved in so arbitrary a way before,
"Dismissing my maid, George! but I'm getting
ready to go out. Aren't you starting yourself? What
on earth is the matter?"

She saw then that he looked very odd; he had

taken off his London clothes and had changed into

a tweed suit, but his face was flushed and he kept

putting his hand up to his tie and taking it away

again. He kept the other hand in the pocket of his

jacket, fumbling with something in the pocket,

half drawing it out and then thinking better of it

and thrusting it back again. It seemed as though

by his order to the maid he had temporarily

emptied his cistern-full of determination, and was

waiting for it to fill up before he should draw off

some more. Meanwhile, he fixed Sylvia very hard

with his gaze, and kept swallowing, so that the

Adam's apple in his throat bulged uncomfortably

against his collar and made him cough two or

three times in a way which appeared to annoy him,

as though he felt it to be foolish. An absurd idea

occurred to Sylvia; "he is going to be sick," she

thought; and then she thought, "he has got some